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come down from his horse, but was quite friendly.
She stood near him, her hand on the bridle, looking
up at him and often smiling. He sccmeci to her
so very pompous.

*  Where arc my things, Will? *

*  Your things?'

*  My   handsome   possessions,   my   marriage
portion, my livelihood*    There is a dress and a
cap, two pairs of shoes, a cracked china jar, the
brush of a fox, a Holy Bible* . , /

He looked severe, * You must ride back with
me, Judith/

She laughed. He couldn't but feel that she
was a lively attractive little thin}!* standing there
in the crisp morning air with the Fell and the old
house for her background. 1 Ic saw, too, with
surprise that she had become in the course of a
night or HO a woman.

1 Ride back?    Is that your mother's wish? *

He leant over towards her contulcntiaiiy. He
always prided himself on his diplomatic gifts*

* Now, Judith*    These arc women's quarrels.
You know well enough that my mother has been
a sick woman since my father's death/    (He said
My Mother and My Father as though they had
been his own most especial private property.)    * A
sick woman* * . . But it will puss*    It is already
passing/

*  Has she spoken of me? *

* No*    She has kept to her room/

*  Has she spoken to Francis? *

Will's upper lip, that w;t$ thin and tight like
whipcord, was sharp,